TOWZER DISCOVERD. 


New Ballade © 


OLD E Dog 


That Writes $ hateigd 
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To the Tune of Oh how i 4 Lover an 1. 
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OW unhappy a Maſklle am I, 

to have all the of $ Ramos, > 
Scratching their T Toes Nails \ ar 
for madneh that I ag. in Tout; hel 5 aa 


At Towzer they daily do bark, © YOON: 
A Towzer, a Towzer they cry ; 

Both the Commons ſl Peers would all ſhake OE Ears 

I hardly know where to he: * 


Poor Towzer they maul with Eggs, 
- And threaten him in every Street : 


Let me die like a Dog if I know where to 
For I fear even all that I meet. | Jug: 


' Tdare not walk out by day ; 
They ſet Dogs on the Obſervater : 
If I walk in the Street, I fear all I meer, 
But the Papiſts and wy. Creator. 


The Papilts will do me no haris, 
My Creator will do me no good. | 
I'm a Son of a Bitch ifT have not an Ich. 


' To'lick up the Proteſtant Blood. 


That will make a Popiſh Cur fat, i 
And Towzer is {uch an ane.. . 

Oh the Times will be well, when my Belly doth Grell, 
With picking a Proteſtant Bone. 


The among de Tarr run, 
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And 6 was I freed from Death. , 


| But well my? prick up my 


My Sorrgws at an End; | 
The T; fave my Dogs Face? 
Forthey ncy that I am their Friend. 


-_ now I'm - help nd Fans 


For T; For WAS - 
Apd ugger a Rev nd Gowr 


= 


Maas ms 
And be a moſt 1 Ar wa mae be, 
In a Loyal Diſzulſe he broaches his Lies 


And eS'A __ damnable ſtir. 


Holy Craped doth clap him o'th Back, 
take Delight; 


But he little doth dread, thee i time of need 
For the Papiſts Old "7 will cght. 


Silly C en thine Eyes, 
| look 

i Tn 

Popiſh Fleſh in a "or ek Skin. . | 


Now he doth bark 

But anonche will of Ia « 76 

I11 be judg'd by you, if be had his due, 
If he doth not merit a he 


_ _— the King and 

herd of 
| Fore. yet —— that ach Spy 
Oh, who can forbear to weep _ + 


But Heav'as preſerve our Kipg 

From ſuch as do uſe Deceit - 

I wiſh they may ſwing like a Dog in a String, 
AndI hope I SOT to0 late. 


Poor England ſhall Ss be at 
And the King ſhall moſt ha oily 
Our Joy and our Peace ſhall never more  eal 


When ev'ry ſuch Towxzer is ſlain. 
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